96          To tlie Countess of Upper Ossory      [1774

You do me a great deal too much honour in suspecting
me of writing a speech for the new senator* All the good
things in that speech were George Selwyn's, and have been
repeated in every coffee-house in town these three weeks;
and though I am sorry my nephew's madness has exposed
him to the dirty malice of anybody that had too little
generosity not to take advantage of it, I should not have
been the person certainly to joke on such an occasion,
divert the town at the expense of so near a relation, to
whom I trust I have shown very different attention. Mad-
ness is an excuse for my nephew; they who make a friend
of Macreth without being out of their senses have I suppose
very good or very bad reasons for it.

Don't imagine, Madam, that I shall congratulate you on
the sale of your house, at least not till I hear you have
bought another. I still less can compliment you on Lord
Ossory's flinging away so much money on an election, and
not for himself, who was sure of his own seat. However,
I do not deny but there was a greatness of mind in it, at
least gratitude, considering the many favours he has re-
ceived, and that he is the only one of his connection that
has received any.

I am not settled in Arlington Street, nor shall be till
after Christmas, Madam. I grow so old, that I find the
quiet composed life I lead here more agreeable than the
ways of London, and the same eternal round of the very
same things. I am making catalogues of my collection,
building a hothouse, ranging my medals which I have
brought hither, sorting and burning papers, in short, seUmg
my house in order against a certain time that happens but
once in one's l$fe, and which one has not time to think
of in town. I have consequently not seen Armida nor
Mrs. Abingdon's coiffure, which I conclude consists of as
many plumes as the helmet of Otranto. The only time       Bourbon, who became Prime Minis-
